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of Smoky river. As we dash into Low Creek, we
find the men in a scare, though they are only a
few miles distant from Ellsworth. A party of
Cheyennes have been to the station, have eaten up
their food, have taken away what they wanted,
and promised to return in fifteen days, to burn
down the shanty and murder the men. The boys
say these Indians will come back before the end of
their fifteen days. They notice many signs of the
red man's anger, which are invisible to us. The
blacksmith went out in the morning; but he saw
enough in an hour to induce him to scamper
back. A farmer, living in a ranch close by, has
called in his man and horses from the plains.
Every one is belted and on guard ; in all, five men
against as many thousand red-skins. With some
satisfaction, we hear of seven United States sol-
diers, from the fort, having ridden on in front of
us, looking after buffalo and red-skins. The mules
having been yoked, our revolvers fired off and
reloaded, and a can of bad water swallowed, we
light our cigars and jump on the waggon.

Just as we are sallying from the station, a
riderless horse comes sweating and panting into
the yard, and is instantly recognised as belonging
to one of those soldiers who had passed through
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